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Of all created things. 
the loveliest 

And most divine are 
children. 
— William Canton, 


Vol. VI No. 10 
April 1994 

Dear children, 

You know granpa," said my grandson to me today, “I hit a super six.” 

‘Good, great!" I replied, "How did you do it?” 

“We were playing in that ground next to Mra. Lyer's house,” he said, “A 
fantastic game. It was me, against Kumar and Pradeep. They were losing. 
Thad just four runs to win.” 

Then what happened? 
Pradeep was bowling, 
all I had. It flew through the air. 

“And it was a six!" I thumped my congratulation on his back. 

“And... er. granpa,” he hesitated. 

"Go on," I said encouragingly. 

“The six flew over the compound wall and hit Mrs. lyer’s precious 
picture window. She’s furious! She wanted you to meet her this evening. 
‘and pay for the window. Sorry, granpa. 

















“I swung my bat and gave that shot 
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*@ The Marchissue was really fun. 
On pay 35 ‘Joys of Childhood’ 
wos interesting. But on pages §2, 53 
‘OnPopulation’ mademy familyand 
think, Does this mean we'll be 
en cylinders on our 








M, Sathish Kumar, aged 14, 
Visakhapatnam, 


c by M. Charulatha, 
in the Feb # copied from ‘Champak’ 
She has just changed the title 

Trequest her not to do it again, and waste 
‘Gokulam’ pag 
AS. Mala, aged 9, M.E$, School, Bombay. 














Deor Editor 


{2 1egulor reader of 'Gokulom’ since 
Vingin the ltd standard then. Ihad 





received my halt-yearly results — | 
2 lid rank, I was vary disap: 
nd was In tears, My aunty 


meacopyot ‘Gokulam’tocon- 


en, |have been reading It 
V. Manju, Std. Vit, 
Chinmaye Vidhyolaya, Rajapalayam. 





my poemstoyouinDecem- 

ht they would be published 

in the January or February issue. | was 
very disappointed. 

. Freeda Rosaline, aged 12, 

St. Joseph's Matriculation School, 











Coimbatore. 
appointments are stepping stones 
success, Freed. Ea. 














BOX 


Dear Editor, 
*® — When|read the editarialin your 
March '94 issue, | thought you were 
talking about me, For my mother 
keeps "Bagala Bath’ for lunch 
everyday, and all my friends ridicule 
me, Sometimes, !fee! ke crying. 
Thanks a billion for your informative 
piece, Now I know how to tackle my 
filends f they make fun of me. 
G, Saraswathi, Std. V, 
Holy Angels Convent, Trivandrum. 


©& Can wo send two entiies in one envelope? 
K, Charanya, aged 12, 
Madras = 600011 
Of course, you can! Ea, 





BAGALA BATH! 
BAGALA BATH! 


© Can|sond my paintings to Creative Comer? 
Srividya Yagnaraman, aged 14, 
Bangalore. 

You can, Srividya, Please enclose a stamped, se!f-ad: 
drossed envelope if you want them retuined in caso 











we do not publish them. 





Eo. 
> is there any age limit to con- NOTHING 
tiibute fo 'Gokularn”? PUBLISHED! 





MAN. Kalyan Kiran, 

Rajahmundry. 
There is absolutely no age limit to 
write to us, Kalyan. Eo, 


*© — AVeryfishy Story (Marchissue) 
wos supetbl | am eagetly waiting for 
the next episode. 


2 nimaverngande, Mea <ege> © 


‘Sedam - 585 222. 
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LEGENDS AND MYTHS 


Indonesia is an archipelago or a 
group of islands in the Pacific Rim. 
It comprises of about 13,600 islands, 

some of which are Java, Sumatra, 
mantan, Bali, Malaku, Sulawesi, 
West Irian Jaya, ete. 
Java and Sumatra are the better 
known islands of this group. 
ea hardy race, 






































‘The Indonesians 
partly of Indian descentswho live close 
to nature. They have a wealth of tal 
legends and myths about their land: 
‘The story that follows, explains 
Sumatran building styles 








EF or hundreds of: 
in West Sumatra have bi 


of buffalo horns. People in that 
call their land Minangkat 
means, ‘the buffalo wins’ or ‘t 
How did this come about? 

About six hundred ye: 
sent a messenger to the people 
“Surrender,” was his message, 

‘The Sumatrans were greatly alarmed. Their leaders at once 
gathered together to discuss their strategy. What were they to do? 
‘They did not want to surrender. Nor did they want mass destrue- 
tion in the name of war. Fina of them had an idea. 








au country 
which literally 





















So, the messenger from Java kept it in his palace stables till 
was told, “Let's not weary each the time came for the fight 














other with war. We'll let buf ‘The = Sumatrans were 

faloes decide it for us." astonished to see the huge, 
“What?” asked the puzzled powerful animal 

ae oa “We'll never win,” they 


“Yes,” said the leaders, “You 
choose a strong buffalo, and 
we'll choose one. Let the 





ed dispirited. They looked 
buffalo they had chosen, 
and thi 
sank even lower. 








r spirits 













Once again, 
the leaders of 





Sumatra con: 


vened a meeting. 


“We are sure to lose,” they 
told each other, “What shall we 
do” 

animals fight, ‘The winner will P/-\jo yorried people and vil- 
win the war 2. lagers gathered around the 


counci} house, What would thier 





he king of Java lau 





red Jeaders decid 

when he heard this. He at ‘Then, one villager whose 

ont earched his land for the alo had calved rea! i a 

goon sane He a8 (i, Samo etivedrers iat 
found it too. bag “ 

‘The Javanese buffalo was 

powerful and strong. The king 





“| know!” he cried, “This is 
what we shall do...." 


B aw os 


‘The leaders heard of 
his idea, and nodded 
their heads. They would 
do what he said. 

The villager set to 
work. He fastened sharp 
pieces of iron to the 
buffalo’s horns. 


ee days later, the 

leader of Sumatra 
sent a message to the 
king of Java, “Our buffalo is 
ready for battle.” 

Crowds of excited people 
thronged the battlefield. The 
soldiers of Java dragged the 
powerful buffalo forward. It was 
snorting and shaking its head 
fiercely. 

‘The West Sumatrans lead 
their little calf forward. When 
the Javanese saw the tiny little 
thing standing so helplessly on 
the open battlefield, they burst 
out laughing. Victory was sure- 
ly theirs! 

‘The battle began. The sol- 
diers of both sides pushed the 
animals forward. There was 
silence, as both animals stood, 
not knowing what to do. 

Now, the little buffalo had 
been kept away from its mother 
for three days. When it saw the 
huge buffalo standing before it, 
it must have thought, “Mama! 
My mother's there!” 

It playfully bounded for- 
ward, and nuzzled the big 


z= 






buffalo’s belly, searching for 
milk. The sharp pieces of iron 
pierced the belly of the 
Javanese buffalo, injuring it 
dreadfully. 

‘The huge animal panicked, 
and began to run helter-skelter 
on the battlefield. Blood 
trickled to the ground, from its 
wounds. The little calf pursued 
it, determined to catch up. 

‘The Javanese were stunned 
tosee their animal in this state. 


e Javanese left the bat- 
tlefield, and were never 
heard of again. 

To celebrate their victory, 
the West Sumatrans decked the 
calf in wreaths of flowers, and 
led it to its mother. From then 
on, the people of West Sumatra 
have always been free. 

Since then, their houses and 
head-dresses have always been 
shaped like buffalo horns. 


HEMA LAKSHMIPATHI 
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Chapter: Z ee 






GOR ice. mess tied us up — and we chewed 
we'e in, 2 knots — and oh! They got away!” 
sighed 4 Mala incoherently, and 


Sita, and they sat in Pushpa and Sita nodded violent. 

glum silence father sat up. 
"Well, 'm nat going to sit ‘Now, tell me your story 

here al right,” cred Mala with slowly, | cant understand a 

spirit single word 

Pushpa said, sarcas Sita told him the 

ically, "Ot course, not whole story, precisely 










Houdini and accurately, with 
Listen, I've read Pushpa and Mala ad: 
about all this in. Nancy ding a bit here and 


Drews, Sita, youre closest there, and when they 
to me. Tum around and fished, Mal’ father 
chew this knot off. The said, “Aight. You gis 
rope's old and rotten anyway, 80 it sha have been very silly, thinking yourselves 
be too hard electives, | suppose. Well youve had the 
Easier said than done.” gunted Sta, advenize youve always wanked, s0 now you 
fs she ted to tun around. “This can leave everything 10 the police, I phone 
than rotten, it seems to have been in close fem in the moming, Now go to bed. 
contact wit school of fis ‘And get out of those sandy clothes,” 
way & smal sid Mala's mother, and the thee of them 
Itwas a long and tedious process, be- departed, not at al subdued even afer the 
cause, as Sta said, reading about Nancy 
Drew chewing hnots was ane thing, whereas 
doing it yourself was quite another, AL last 
the knot loosened. Mala wih a. tiumphan Te rent day they awake at about ton- 
thy, chepy and bright, and none the 
worse for thie midnight encounter There was 
@ policeman to queston them, and, with 
Qyeat enthusiasm, they described thet mid 
















whoop, pulled at the rope unt isn 

"Ooh! My mouth stil tastes of 
rope," moaned Sita, but was cut sh 
Mala, who eut open the 
fiteen minutes they wer 
again 

‘Come on, we've got to tl 
They might be able to 
ied Mala 

‘Doubifu,” said Pushpa, 
while Sta muttered painvely of m 
of roten old rope! The thre 
beach, past the houses and cl 
tre. 


T hen they entered Maia’ 
and Mala cried,” "Am 

















a A NOVELETTE IN TWO PARTS me 
right adventure, Finally, i been robbed of 
anything of note, the otc when they were out 











gis thoroughly excited. 7 of town. The windows were broken open with 
into the dining-cumkt oms ransacked,” said Push 
and then were ed around her Mala’ face was 





Mala and her fi thunphart and sigan, and Sta's blank 














the bed 2 realized whol Mala was 
But why $0..50 Mala sud 
only said 
Nala, what on earth are you taking ber that pik Ash 
about" 5 a red ht 
Why were they s0 obvious, $0 noisy ont tk fo te about fs 
ricg stanton te enectres? pleaded Sta paintvel. “it reminds me of 
1 doit Q sides, 1 dont kaw what you 





mean in books, 
more catetul 

Mala," said 
He, and nat a book 
the case over to the pi 
anymore rw. 

Pushpa, who had been ws 
ly for her 10 fish, now bu 
‘what Mala means! Why did 
2 main road, on a well 
















ng that there were no smugglers! 
screen fo divert attention 
cm the bugjlaries! And you mark my word 

re be some more burglaries tonight, 
fe all standing guard on 



























on here! 


“Bes me the port” ye 
Ve jst tought of 





W's pretty incredible.” She gral 
‘newspaper from Sita, and eagerly sea 
fist and second pa 
found what she was 
her plow. with a waumphas 

"Read this!"Her fnger pe 
small paragraphs, They were 
robberies at Mr and Mrs 
house, Mr.Ramchandran’s house and a 
Mrand Mes.Kishnan’s house. 





en, when she had 































the beach, waiting forthe would-be sm 
But oh no! They wont come. They've other red Mala."Come 
fish to fry, Oh! So sorry, Sita . Anyway, places and then 
well probably have a great many buglane 
We cant let them get away 

‘Wel"cted Stain alan 
rupted. 


“c 

























Mala hid behind a window curtain, 
and Pushpa, finding no 
a cuphoard. The 





ut ws ite: 





he thing to dos hide in some 
Where we know the owners 3 
of town and are wealthy, and wait win a be 
hook" 

*Mala!You know what | sad about fh 

Unperturbed, Mala. co 
they had the names of 
would be going out of stati 

“How do we get in?” asked Sita, 
at any objection she could find 

‘The same way as the burgers sal 

‘And it we'e caught? 

"Weil just have 10 be joly caret t 
wet not.” 

‘Sta sighed. Mala had all the answers 
"rant one night’ excursion enough for you?” — 
No! eed Mala ard \ 

Pushpa simultaneously, 

fand Sita sighed again 
‘She felt in her banes that 
ng 10 






girs kept up a 
w being a detect 
jst one thing after 











11:05, they heard a 
‘was coming int 











Vole. He was 














something was 
happen! 


Te right the gis 
pretended to be 
sleepy and wont 19 bed 
tat. At about 10 Otlock 
they lo trough the en 
and briskly walked 
towards the Ganeshan's 
rouse. Fortunately f was 
rat far of, and once they 
ware there, they gave the 
whale place a ick lock 
One of the windows 





ing from the 
helped the lat. 
back-The gis cimbed in 
$< 


Wy, it the gt we found onthe beach) 
She must have figued it out! Search the 
room, She must have brought a ti 
he 

They found Pushpa very easly, bu 
surprisingly enough, missed Sita, Pushpa 
stood next to Mala, quaking and white 

is there anyone else?” 

No!" Lied Mala bravely, 

‘Where's tre tied gi? 

"She didnt come. 

‘Does anyone know youre in here?” 

‘No, our parents think were in be 
































‘Good. Tie them up and gag tham! They 
can stay here tH be owners retun from ther 
holiday 

The two man walked purposely towards 
the door, and Sta, sted info aton, suddenly 
flung it open, hiting thei hands and feo! 
oth fell 0 the ground moaning, Pushpa and 





Mala, taking advantage of the V 
d on him, forcing him 10 the 
W wih a shou, hit his hond 


















|e 





“Phe twee gis iedtely ran to the 


© window, and jumped out, Aeady they 
ould hear muffled roars from inside! In tont 
was the thieves’ motoreyele (Chey wore ob- 
viously vary prosperous thieves) and Sia, the 
iow thinker, suddenly got a brainwave! She 
jumped onto. the bike, Wicked i info action, 
and yelled, "Come ont 

A ite dazed, the gis climbed on and 
they sped away, wobbling every ow and then, 
as the bike was heavy and hard to balance. 
Behind thom they could hear the threats of 
‘wounded robbers! 


‘ ‘Tes was the most exciting thing 
that ever hagpened fo me,” said 
Mala with a contented smile, the next day 
The robbers had been caught, andthe three 
ils congratulated by the police, hugged by 
their mothers, and scolded by their fathorst 
However, the biggest thi ofall, what had 
filled them withthe mast gle, was the smal 
paragraph in the newspaper, and the three 
blurred, and badly taken snapshots. 
‘ wish," “sald Pushpa wistully, 
had boen properly dressed for that 
snap.” 
































fiends gave a loud groan, 


CONCLUDED 
MAYA CHANDRASEKARAN 


—— COVER STORY 


KAPIL DEV 


orn on February 6th 
B=. Full no 
Dev Nikhanj. 


timber merchant by profession 
Home town, Chandiga 
Latest record — highest wicket 
taker in test matches. 
Kapil Dev’s name 
has dominated news, 
and the sports world 
the last month or so. 
yecause he has added 
another record to his collection. 








Ue bogan ericket at a 
arly age and repre 
Punjab in the 
aniversity nationals 
But it was in one crucial 
mateh, that he caught the 
selectér’s attention, It was 
he Rest of India XI against 
Karnataka in the 1978-79 
| Irani Trophy match. Kapil, bat- 
ing in the lower order, 
»lasted opposition bowlers to 
odd runs. Thus, 
atically selected for 
-oming Pakistan tour. 


ince then, Kapil Dey has 
not looked back. Sixteen 





Taher Rae Woe 
set 
ssa 













odd years later 
he has become « 
cricketing | 

It is Hadlee’ 
record of 43 
wickets in tes 
matches th 
Kapil has 


named captair 
the relative 
oung 
That was w 
Indian cricke 
the cros: 
roads, ‘They ha 
been’ sound 
thrashed by the] 
Pakistanis. Hi 
led the gruellin 
tour to the Car 
bean then, to f 
a series of te 
matches anc 
dayer 
ast the We 
Indies. OF co 
the Indians le 
both series to t 
West Indies. B 
it beat the Wes 
Indies for the firs 
time ever in aone 
dayer in a mate 
in Berbice. 
Under Kapil 
captaincy, Ind 
won the cove 
Prudential Cup i 
1983, and th 
four-nation B & W 
Cup ir 





























































Kapil can be 
ranked along with all- 
time greats like Sir 
Garfield Sobers, 
Imran Khan, Sir 
Richard Hadlee and 
Tan Botham, as a 
gifted all-rounder. 
pil, despite 
being a great 
player and a celebrity, 
has always been a 
simple team man. He 
has played under eight 
different captains so far. 
Indian cricket has 
produced many bril- 
liant batsmen, 
bowlers and fielders. 
But itis yet to produce 
an all rounder like 
Kapil Dev. 
Kudos to Kapil! 


Some World 
Records 


1) He is the 
highest wicket taker 
in tests as well as one- 
day internationals. 

2) He is the only 
player in the world to 
have struck four sixer 
off successive balls in 
an international match. 

3) Kapil holds the 
record for having 
scored the fastest fifty 
in tests — off just 30 
balls! 








N, SOORYA. 
PRAKASH 








Don't get PuzZled! 








There is just one “PUZZLE” hidden in this puzzle. Itmay be written across, 
down or diogonally, either forwards or backwards, but itis ina straight line! Keep 


your eyes peeled , and you will find itt Happy hunting! 


ezzecuPpPeeEtLUUP PLP 
PuzzzereEzZteZzZzu PEZ 
PLEUPUZPULPZZLU 
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4Na>D>D>3U4N 
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aged 15, Goa - 403804 


S.Rashmi 
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(( ‘s) if was played in England more than five hundred years 
gq 





) ago. Although, at that time, I was not the same as the 
game you now call CRICKET. 
‘There were two different games, each, a little like 
cricket. They were called Club Ball and Stool Ball. 

In the game of Club Ball, there was a batsman, a bowler and 
fielders. The ball was covered with leather. The batsman used a 
stick or pole to hit the ball, but there was no wicket for him to 
defend. 








ik the game of Stool Ball, a stool was used as wicket. The bowler 
tried to hit the stool with the ball and one man tried to stop him. 
‘The man who was defending the stool did not have a bat. He just 
hit the ball with his bare hands. 

‘The batsman did not score‘runs’ as cricketers do nowadays. But 
every time he defended his stool aganist the ball, he scored a point. 
‘The batsman was ‘out’ if the ball hit the stool, or if the ball was 
._ caught by a fieldsman after the batsman had 
it. Many years later, the batsman used 
a stick, instead of his hand, to defend the 
stool. 


See 
\ SRE, 





hen sticks began to be used as wickets. 

‘There were two wickets about twenty- 
two yards apart, Each one was made of three 
sticks. Two sticks were stuck upright in the 
ground with a third stick across the top. The 
sticks were often just branches of trees. 

Sometimes, when shepherds wanted to 

play cricket, they could not find branches, 
‘Then they took a wicket gate from one of 
their sheep pens and used it as a wicket. 
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EUREKA! 
V'VE INVENTED 
A NEW WAY, 

OF BOWLING! 


MY STORY - CRICKET 











2. 


/A, smore cricket was played, the batsman’s stick was made into 
a bat. Then he began to score ‘runs’ by running between the 
two wickets. A hole was cut in the ground, between the two 
upright sticks of the wicket. The batsman had to put his bat in 
this hole, at the end of every run, The batsman was ‘run out’if 
the wicket- keeper put the ball into this hole, before the batsman 
got his bat into it. Many wick had their fingers hurt 
this way. 

‘The two upright sticks of the wicket were so far apart that the 
ball could pass between them, So a third 
stick was put in the middle of the 
wicket 





































Fj Yhen there was no space for 
4 a popping hole, So a new 
rule was made. ‘The umpire 
held up a stick. The batsma 
had to touch this stick, with 
his bat, at the end of every 
run. There were just as many 
hurt fingers, with this rule, as 
when the popping hole was 
used. Then, at last, a popping 








Gonstont 19 syns 3s 












crease was marked on. 
the grass, in front of 
the wicket, as it is in 


cricket to-day. 


weal rrr sur 
As cricket became 


aml eer nent a popular game in 

England, many crick- 
et clubs were formed, 
Hambledon Cricket 
Club, which started in 
the year 1750, became 
the most famous of all. 







FORWARD SHORT 1G 


coven Pan 


tthe Hambledon 
wvers Club, the rules of 
cricket were written 
down and clubs all 
over the country 
agreed to them. 
Different ways of 
bowling, fielding 
and wicket-keeping 
were tried out. 
At this time, for 
every run that a 
batsman made, a notch was cut in a stick. The runs were called 
‘score’, because the word ‘score’ means a scratch or mark. The man 
who cut out the notches was culled the ‘scorer’, 

When I was first played, the bowler always sont the ball to the 
batsman with an under-arm throw. About one hundred and fifty 
years ago, a young lady was trying to bowl for her brother. She 
wore a long, full skirt, The skirt had hoops in 
it to make it stand out stiffly, When she tried 
to bowl under-arm, her skirt stopped her arm 
swinging forward. She then began to swing 
her arm backwards and upwards, to 
throw the ball from above her head, Now 
all the cricketers bowl over-arm instead 
of under-arm, 


RATA CovER 








n under-arm bowling, the ball travelled 
along the ground, So the bat was made 


outa 2O Aon v4 


wider at the bottom than at the top. Over-arm bowling made the 
ball bounce in front of the batsman. Then a straight bat began to 
be used. The early rules did not say how wide the bat should be. 
‘At one match at Hambledon, a batsman used a bat almost twelve 
inches wide. It was as wide as the wicket. No one was able to bow! 
him out. So the rule was made that a bat could not be wider than 
four-and-a-half inches. 


L the early days of cricket, the players did not wear special 
clothes for the game. Men who wore top hats, kept them on while 
they were playing. Sometimes a player : 

used his top hat to catch the ball. Some aie 

people thought that a ball caught in a top 

hat was not a fair catch. Finally, arule was 
made, saying that the ball should 
not be caught in a hat. If a player did 
this, five extra runs were given to the 
other team. 














hen cricket was first played, no one 
bothered about how many players 
should be on each side. In someislands like 
the West-Indies, cricket matches were 
played between two villages. Every man in 
the village joined in the game, which 
would last for a week or more! Now, the 
rule is that a cricket team must always 
have eleven players. 
‘The positions of the men in the fielding 
team are not always the same. Their pos 
tions are altered to suit the bowling. For a 
fast bowler, more fieldsmen are placed be- 
hind the batsman's wicket, than for a spin bowler. The 
picture A shows how the field might be set for a medium-pace 
bowler. 









Cis was played between England and other countries in 
the British Empire. Australia first defeated England in a test, 
match, at the Oval, in 1882. Then it was said as a joke, that English 
cricket was dead, and the Australian team would take it’s ashes to 
‘Australia. The next year, an English team defeated the Australian 
team in Australia. In good humour, the English team was 


corcten 21 pet ve 


presented with an urn of ashes to be taken back to England. Since 
then, test matches between England and Australia are called ‘The 
Ashes’! 


Pest matches are now played in England, Australia, New- 

“Zealand, South Africa, India, Pakistan, West-Indies, Sri- 
Lanka and Zimbabwe. Many people go to watch these matches. 
Nowadays, people who cannot go to test matches, enjoy watching 
them on television. Spectators, at a big match love watching the 
game, as much as the teams enjoy playing it. 

It is not just the big test matches and famous players who keep 
the interest in the game alive; you must always remember that it 
all begins with small boys and girls who play the game in small 
yards and gardens, often with wickets drawn with chalk on walls 
and doors. So I am quite sure that my story will be as exciting in 
the future, as it was in the last five hundred years. 
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T is happened when I was 
in the fourth standard. It 
was the end of my academic 
year, and my annual exams had 
begun: It was the maths exam. 
I had prepared well, and I 
reached school in time, 

The question paper had 
three sheets, The first and third 
sheets had questions on it, The 
second sheet was blank. I 


thought it had been pinned to 
my paper by mistake. I finished 
my exam in an hour, and sat at 
my desk, simply gazing all 
around me. Why were my class- 
mates taking so long to finish 
such a short paper? 

Soon, the bell rang, and we 
were out of class. 


CPT" 








WRONG PAPER! **! ¥ 


EXPERIENCE ———= 


the answer for this problem?” 











“This one?" I replied, “This 
‘one did not appear at all. You 
seem to have answered the 
wrong paper!” 

Poor thing! She ran up and 

down to check if she had 
answered the right paper. But 
to my horror, I soon found that 
it was I, who had not answered 
those questions. That ‘blank’ 
sheet of paper had actually con- 
tained ten questions for fifty 
marks! 
My cheeks flushed, and 
tears stood in my eyes. I ran 
home and burst into tearson my 
mother’s lap. Still sobbing, I 
narrated the whole incident. 


then, I went back to school, 

accompanied by my father. 
My class teacher understood my 
problem. 

“Meet the headmistress,” 
she advised us. 

‘After a lot of pleading, I was 
allowed to write the exam. 

I wrote it, sitting in the staff, 
room, among ten teachers who’ 
commented on me and scolded 
me in turns. 

I returned home with my 
|, a wiser and more cautious 
girl. Now, I check my question 
paper carefully, before I write 


an exam. 


J. Sarah Jane, aged 12, 


SCHOOL BLUES 


THE 
LOUDSPEAKER! 


his happened when I wasin 
the Vith standard. It was 
the first day of school. That day 
was relatively free, as none of 
the teachers really took class. 
Then came the science period. 
We had a new-teacher for the 
subject. She entered the class. 
“Good morning, ma‘am!” we 
chorused. 
‘The first fifteen minutes of 
the period passed with the 
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THE 


TANK 


had newly shifted to this 

house with my family. So, 
after all the things had been 
settled, I decided to take a walk 
around the locality. 

It was sunset. I came to a 
large water tank, a few roads 
away from our house. The water 
in the tank reflected the colour 
of the sun. On either side of the 
tank was a park. In the park on 
the east, was a nice swimming 
pool. I liked the scene very 
much, I decided to take a walk 
to this spot everyday. 


} jarly the next morning, 1 
visited the park, I saw 








teacher introducing herself, 
‘and us, to her, We were expect- 
ing a free period - but to our 
horror, she asked us for a text 
book. And she began class right 
then. 

After reading out a few sen- 


tences from the book, sh 
her head and asked, 
everybody hear? 

“A bit louder, ma'am!” cried 
out some voices from the back 
benches. 
















many people jogging and exer- 
ising there, And a few children 
were returning from their 
swimming classes. I sat on one 
of the benches of the park that 
overlooked the tank and en- 
Joyed the beautiful scene, 


lo our surprise, the teacher 
began to scream at the top 
of her voice! After this, during 
every science period, we were 
treated to lessons screamed out 
at high pitch! 
‘Thus, she was nicknamed 
‘loudspeaker’ by all of us. 


Months passed. 
One afternoon, my friend 


and I were skipping down the 
school stairs for lunch. 
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I returned home, then got 
ready to go to the office. This 
continued for many months. 


ne day, I was shocked to 

hear that one of the parks 
was going to be the site for a 
factory. A large number of 
people, including me, opposed 
it, but in vain. 

‘At last, the factory did come 
up. The beauty of my precious 
scene reduced greatly. But I still 
tried to enjoy it the same way 








STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


and the people of the locality 
too, adjusted to the changes. 

But what about the life in- 
side the tank? Well, the marine 
creatures died in hundreds. The 
level of water inside the tank 
began to decrease. Fish lay dead 
in large numbers! Why? The 
new factory let out its waste 
matter into the tank! 


N, I am old, and years 
still pass. I tell and retell 
to my grandchildren, the sad 
story of the water tank, 

Where is it now? As my legs 
take me to my old haunt, I see 
grimy exteriors, surrounded by 
smoke. Where is my poor water 
tank? No more. 








Anusha Jayaraman,} 
aged My 
Bongulore - 560 003. 





“What's after lunch?” I 
asked him, 
“Oh, it’s science!” he 


groaned. 

“Yeah! The loudspeaker’s 
class!" I groaned with him. 

We turned by chance. There, 
right behind us, stood the 
science teach 

We were speechless and 
stunned. 

‘That day, in science class, 
we were told how bad it was to 





nickname the teachers who 
taught us. 


N«: I am in the VIIth 
standard, and the science 
teacher does not teach us any 
more. 

But, she teaches the VIII 
standard which is right next to 
our class. There she is now, 
teaching away! 

J. Thirumalesh, 
Bangalore - 560 075. 
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EAST ER 





f Christmas| a Judas, betrayed 
Teens the| Lexpetienced the thi Yi to the Roman 
birth of Jesus} of walking along the Via | goldiers. 


Christ, Easter is| 
something more. It 
marks the Epic| 
Resurrection of| 





Dolorosa, treading the 
same path that Christ 
walked carrying his 

cross, 2,000 years ago.” 


InJerusalem, is 
the Roman Cour 

where Jesus was 
tried by Pontius Pi- 








Christ on the third 

Can ast das)] a RADHAKRISHNAN. | 212. And, hot car 
after he was| tellsusofEasterin | vary Hill, where 
crucified on Good Jerusalem, Jesus Christ was 
eae (See! crucified. Right 
ox). 


Since all these events tool 
place in Jerusalem, this Middle 





East City is called the Holy 
Land of the Christians. In this, 
Holy City is the spot where 
Jesus Christ returned in 
truimph after overcoming the 
forces of Satan, In Jerusalem, is 
the still colourful Garden of 
Tethsemane, where Jesus had 
his Last Supper with his twelve 
disciples. One of the twelve, 








below Calvary, is the tomb of 
Christ. 


On ES ite of the Calvary 





4) [s- 
CH 
oe Se 


Rock and sre Hay Rock spate’ tomb, stands the 
Church of Holy Sepulchre, 
which is as holy for Christians 


EASTER FACTS! 


* Easter is not celebrated on 
the same date every year as 
Christmas is. It falls on the first 
‘Sunday after the full moon that 
follows the Vernal Equinox, The 
date can therefore fall in March 
or April. This year, Easter is on 
April 3rd. 
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world over, as|Qp 
the Lord Vis. 
wanath Temple| 


in Varanasi is, 


for the Hindus 
India. 


if is no wonder 
then, that 
pilgrims from 
many — lands, 
flock to Jeru 
salem to par- 
ticipate in t 
Easter colebra 
tions. In fact, to 
any visitor, itis a 
pilgrimage of a 
lifetime 

You can s 
the many sites 
where | Jesu 
walked and 
preached 2,001 
years ago. Infact 
the city is really 
an Eternal City 
not just becauss 
of its spiritual 
values. ‘The city 












itself has existed 
so far in time, The Arab in- 
habitants, especially the 


Bedouins, live a life that is very 













ose — 0 picture of Chist 
milar to the lives of their 
thers, who lived so many 
thousands of years ago. And the 








* Before Easter is a season of 
prayer and fasting, called Lent. It 
signifies the 40 days of fasting that 
Jesus underwent before the tial by 
Pontius Pilate and the Crucifixion. 

The Lent season begins on 
Ash Wednesday, and ends at 
noon on Holy Saturday, the day 
before Easter Sunday. This Holy 
Saturday is also known as 


Vigil Easter. 

* The vigil begins with the| 
service of light which takes place| 
in a darkened church. It sym- 
bolizes the grief people felt at 
Christ being crucified, 

* Ash Wednesday, interest- 
ingly gets its name from the| 
practice of Holy Ash being put 
on the foreheads of the faithful 
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cobbled stone alleys and narro 
streets have hardly changed 
since Christ's time. 

‘There are very many one- ou could also make a very 
man-passage lanes in the special religious pilgri- 
city, with people stroll: here. You could walk 
about leisurely, people tro! Via Dolorosa. This is 
ting from nowhere to very same path that Christ 
nowhere, barefoot or on took, from Pilate’s Court to Cal- 
donkeys! In that way, this vary Hill carrying h 

An Atal sheet = : This 

comes a very 

moving ex- 

perience 

when you 

tread along 

with the 

thousands of 
Easter pi 

~ grims. Many 
of them ear 

peavy wood- 

en crosses, 

and tread 

ath to 

Calvary Hill 

where Jesus 

was cruci- 

ed 

Pilgrims 

Bin this long 

line stop at 

fifteen places 

just as Christ 

} did. Prayer 

} services are 

held at each 

of these 


Via Dolo- 
rosa actually 


ty reminded me of India’s own 
ernal City — Varanasi. 
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means Way of Sor- * 
row. It was a sor- 
rowful crowd that 
went with Chri: 
on his journey 
bearing the er 
But Via Doloro: 
is now called Way 
of the Cross. 


‘The church of 
Vito Sepul- 
chre is located in a 
row street 
inhabited by Arabs! 
It is said to have 
been built by 
Emperor Con 
stantine in the 
4th century. There 
are three shrines in 
this church — each 
connected tothe other 
by low-roofed, con: 
ervte passages. 

you climb a st 
stairease, and reach a 
glass window. 
Through it, you can see the 
bare top of Calvary Hill clear- 
ly. In front, on the rock fac 
is a picture of Christ in 
agony, during the eruci 
fixion. On it, is the inscrip- 
tion I-H-S, which stands for 
Thave suffered. 

‘A couple of yards from Cal- 
vary Hill, on the floor level 
is the Stone of Unction. It 
was on this stone that the body 
of Christ was anointed. Nearby 
the tomb. 

































1 Chuich of Holy sepuichve. 






salem, literally means, 
ty of Peace. Yet, its walls 
n continuous strife in 


m or the other. The 
latest, is the unending Arab- 
Ji turmoil. So, the departing 
or cannot but echo these 





lines 
Pray for the 
Peace of Jerusalem 
They shall prosper that 
love thee! 
Psalm 122, Verse 6 
. 


PUZZLE 
MY SCHOOL 


Hiiaaen in this maze of letters are 12 words connected with 


school. See if you can spot them. 





DESKCBKBELLZB 


XS TUDENT 


K W 


NABVBUAYKMVMA 


BFMCULESSONRC 


TC RKHCKMBNBS K 


EBV 


1cCRB 
oOETUSO 


MAS WL 


ADTOEL 


CSADMNYRBOXBA 


HM BUPRODMARZFEFR 


ERLYJZTORLQKOD 


BOOK VIF P F 
FORMJLRU 


RUE 
cK UN 


‘aaoyesueg ‘ooups'y'a'S 
‘eT pase ‘reumy Aelta'N, 





af Wie 


Jaqou v9 no{,, ‘pasodstym pur 





“pojqes af ,ivuury, 
| -uswom po 
‘ou waway 07 yyNoUL sy pouado pur 
‘youordde soure, youls moo OY, 
“yqvop [Jouts uno Kou, ‘sI9UTISU! Pood 
—— Aion onny symuqus ‘mony “opt 304, 
930} 0} YEO 07 Mop ou UIA 


Sin pio oy} ‘Avp ouo uoyy, pfo ours 4 


x -aq uvltion oy pur ‘passed S109 
soxofuvg, +003 Jay paAoy moo oy, ‘ora 
‘jooyas oosog uo puw Ao] Jo 40] B YRIM Hf JYE paxoo] aS “Ao 
‘ST pase ‘“meyy @ sum Uolssasod atqanyea A[uO Jay] ‘URUIOM Jo0d 


PULL, ‘psom OY) 


“1 
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POETRY 
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7A a 
THREE HIPS ge Ze 
TO KAPS ( pee 














K. NENG 
pil Dev is his magic name, 4 
Long live his everlasting fame! Ge 
Kapil, a man of great will; Out, on the cricketing field, 
Keeps himself always chill, He has produced 
‘good yield, 
His logs accelerate, 
(medium) pace, Reeords in his pockets 
He always sports Kapil’s name flies high 
‘a charming face. in rockets! 
With the ball, heisa roaringlion, P.K.Devnath, aged 15, 
With the bat, he is strongas iron. Santhome H.3.8., 
Madras. 


KUDOS 
TO KAPIL 


We are proud of you, 
MrKapil! 
‘To have achieved greatness 
by your wil 


No words ean praise your 
record-breaking feat, 





As is evident on 
Ahmedabad’ field. 


Joined the ranks of evieket’s 
all time greats, 
By execeding Richard Hadlee 
in Test wi 





ets. 





FR IBUTE 





‘We salute you for your Long life to him 
rich contribution, Who removed our sorrow 
Backed by discipline, On seeing from Sunil 
‘and devotion! ‘The record, Alan borrow. 
J.Sangeetha, 
aged 12, Divya Seshadri, aged 9, 
S.B.S.M.School, Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Madr Madras. 


KAPIL DEV! 


The best bowler, 
In the system solar, 
‘Who, his best 

to the country gave. 
You guessed it right, 
He is Kapil Dev! 


‘The eaptain, his friend, 
Gave him the award, 
Of the 


“Man of the Match’ 


When he set a new 


record of 


four-thirty-two. 











RECIPE _ 


INSTANT SWEET 
MIXTURE 


You need: 


Ve cup roasted groundnuts 
Yyeup dried grapes 

Vy cup roasted, broken 
Yacup powdered jaggery 
Leup broken Bengal gram 
(pottu kadalai) 

2 table-spoons of sugar eandy 
(mall pieces) 

% towspoon powdered elachi 


How to make i 





hewnuts 




















Tako n wide-mouthed vessel and 
tho ingredients in it. Mix well and se 


Isn't itsimple, and tasty? 





R.Hari Krupa, aged 12, 
Bangalore-560055 














chemistry 
rally expect me Lo 
at read two zerovs 
‘om the first 
st confess, I 





ays dis- 





appoint 


back to the 
house - our 


Hl ietrdes ly problem 
tatbegin: was getting a 
housemaid. And 
adi bosti rscently It all began when = | got one 
transferred from] When! fook Jove era ee 
Bangalore. Now my Pee 
wewerehere, inal eport card to 


































new city, new ogni 

trea, anda my mother} Ts st) bees 

flat, with new offer the ecard nay 

selghbors _ first after the 
arene mid-ferms. 


ibed the 
















\U/ 


the fool 
anymore. The 
next year, 
you've got to 
face the board 
exams. Don’t be so lethargic.” 

T was stunned, Me, lethar- 




















You know what happened? 
Guess. 

Nothing! She took it, saw it, 
and gave it back. But why? Why 
such indifference? 

“Mal” [almost shouted, 
he turned, and raised her 









don't you say some- 


“What's there to say?” she 
asked. 
Tsighed, gic? Am I? 
“Priya....! Definitely 
You take not! “But 
things too mal" I 
lightly. You protested, 
ne to work eal 

I put in my best 
0 “4 we fe a ibject. 
T presthod ot} sama’ aimost | You wait The 


last. At least this 
was familiar. She shouted. next time, I'll be 
among the top 


sings that same “Why don cue 
song everytime I five!’ x 
come with my yousay. “Really?” she 
report card. something? asked. 
“You're in the } “What's there to “Of ie i 
ninth standard,” on am not lazy 
say?” she study from seven 


mother continued, 
“You can't play asked. to ten every eve- 
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ning. I too, from 
just watch six. to 
the T.V. seven in 
pro- the even- 
gramme ings. She 
for halfan hour!” | 4, 1 | says she always 
wthave then| “There she is!” | finds Keorthi in 
exclaimed her room, study- 
my mother, ing. 
the flat opposite} “1 herroom, 
studies for six] can’tyou see? 
hours, What do The flat 
you have to say to ” seo? The flat op- 
that? Cant you do] — OPPOsite! posite!" 
as much as Keer- It was the 
does?” third floor of an 
Keorthi? Who?" I asked, “I apartment, nearly fity metres 
don't know her!" from our place, We too, lived on 
“You don't the third floor. 
know her?” We could see a faint figure 
Mother was working at atable. 
surprised, She was bent forward, as if 
“Sho's in your reading something, We could 
school and in not soe her face - but mother 
your class." _ was sure, 
“My cl he is Keerthi, She some- 
No, no! Who times studies from six to ten, or 
told you this?” even six to eleven.” 















“There she is!” 
exelaimed my 
mother, “In her 
room, can't you 










































s? 











“Megalait” Eleven?” 
“Who?” “Yes,” 
“©O ur “From six?” 





housemaid, 





Bveryday?” 


7 ss “Almost.” 

at's “My Godt" I breathed, 

when my prob- “She opens her books 
lem began. everyday, while yours just lie 


Megalai * 
sti ‘a this aTound in your bag. 


Keerthi’s flat “Ma... but I....." 


_——_—$<$<— $$ 
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“No,” she replied firmly, 
“You never study. You only 
watch television." 


That was true, But I still 
didnot like it. Isat down. I could 
see the figure in the opposite 
window. 

I made a resolution. When- 
ever my mind wavers, I will look 
at the girl in the opposite wi 
dow, Was she in my class? What 
rank did she get? I would do 
better than her, But who was 
she’ 

‘The very next day, I went to 
one student of each of the 
remaining four sections in my 
standard, an ‘kod, “Is there a 
girl in your class called Keer. 
thi?” 

But they all answer 

















“No. They all said, no!” 1 

told my 

mother. 
PED 





you ask 

the right 

ust" 
nie 


course, I 












did ma!" 
Mysterious. 
‘That very day, What rank 
Megalai was. did she get? 
asked to find out I would do 
the girl’s school 
faced tl uy Celer than her. | call 
She returned, But 


“She too asked 
your name,” said 








who was she? 








Megalai, “I told 
her, it was 
Priya.” 

1 was 


surprised, I 
nodded absent- 
yy. 


The very 
next day in 
‘school - 

“Hi 
voice. 

In the mid- 
dle of mugging 
chemistry 
equations, I 
stopped, The 
girl's face was 
familiar, I 
often saw her 
go past me on 
her cycle to 






id a 
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school? 


You 
know, the 
flat | op- 







posite 
yours....?" 
I nodded. 






“L live there. 
“Keorthi? 
“Yes.” 
“What do they 
you in 






“Krithikal” 
“Oh 





She looked at my book. I 
looked at her. Should I ask her 
about her studies? How did she 
manage to sit for five or 
hours at a stretch, and study 
Before I could open my mouth, 
“Chemistry. You like 
chemistry?” she asked. 

“Okay,” I replied. 

“Tell me,” she asked, “How 
do you sit and study for so many 
hours?” 















Twas stunned. 

“Wewhat?” 

“My mother isa great one for 
reading. She sits up reading all 
sorts of books all evening, and 


RIDDLES 


Q : Why do 
witehes fly 
‘on brooms? 
A: ‘Cause 
vacuum 
cleaners are 
just too 
expensive! 


@ 


sometimes late into the night,” 
Keerthi said 

“So, that’s your mother, “I 
said slowly, “Not you.” 

“Me? Sit and read? Never! I 
fared badly in the mid-terms. I 
can only study for an hour — 
from six to seven in the evening. 
And for half an hour in the 
mornings. Megalai said you 
study in my class — so I asked 
her your name. My mother 
keeps telling me how well you 
dy. How do you do it?” 
ery funny!” I thought to 
myself. 















Amsa, 
Madras - 600 002. 


‘TR Sriprasanna, 


ged 14, 
0. 
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COUNTING JAMUNS 


6 a ee 
‘The train stopped at 


Nagpur station. Our mama* 
came to receive us, and he took 











‘The stranger sat. down. 






We too, took our seats be- 
side him. The maid brought 












us to our grandmother's house. 
It was summer vacation. And I 


am going to narrate what hap- 


pened 
last year. 

One day, my 
cousins Sud- 
hanwa, Surabhi 
and I were 
bored. We were 
alone at home. @ 
Everybody else 
had gone out 
shopping. The 
three of us had 
been left behind 
as punishment, 
for being too 
mischievous. 
The maid was preparing gulab 
jamunsin thekitchen. But were 
‘we allowed to eat them? No! We 
were strictly prohibited from 
touching them, 


there, 





uddenly, somebody at the 
door cried, “Is your papa in 





kids? 

‘The man who stepped inside 
was a jolly stranger. 

“He's not at home,” I said, 
“He's gone out.” 

By now, the maid had come 
rushing out. 

“Please sit,” she said, “They 
will be back soon.” 


* Uncle 





two bowls of gulab jamuns 
and placed it before us. We 
thought the stranger would 
take one and 
leave the other 
for us, But no! 
He took both 
bowls! 

We looked 
angrily at him, 
But he smiled 
and began to 
eat. 1 whis- 
pered some- 
thing to my 
cousins, ‘They 
agreed with 








me. 
S: as per plan, we began to 

‘count the number of gulab 
jamuns he ate. 

Ee er ay es 
whispered among ourselves. 

“And 7!” we said the last 
number so loudly that the 
stranger heard it. 

“I had only six," he told us. 
“Not seven. She had served only 
six. 

Secinghis face, all ofus were 
ashamed. We have never 
counted eatables since then! 

Mayura Deshpande, 
Chandrapu 








we 








ottas 1 aged 90 







Computer 
Commands 


With the help of the clues given, 
find seven editing commands used in 
the computer, and fill up the bare 
squares. 








CLUES DOWN 
ACROSS 1 Brases the program 
2 Displays the entire from the disk 
program on the monitor. 8 Savos the program on the 
4 Executes the program disk for future use. 
6 Deletes the program 5 Clears the computer's 
that is currently main memory 
in the computer's 7 Loads the program into 
memory computer’s memory. 


M.Vivek aged 13, 
Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan'sSri Ramakrishna Vidyalaya, 
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FUNNY FACES 


The Wrong 
Person! 


ne Saturday afternoon, 
my friend Amit and I 
planned to go to a movie. As we 
were hungry, we decided to go 
to our homes and have lunch, 

I quickly bolted down my 
meal and ran to his house. 

“He's still eating,” his 
mother said. 

So, I sat down on one of the 
sofas in their living room. From 
where I sat, I could see him 
eating in the kitchen which was 
dimly lit. 








He lifted his head and 
looked at me. I made facos at 
him, for the fun of it. He too, it 
seemed to me, was making faces: 
at me, 

Soon, he finished eating and 
came out of the kitchen, I got a 





Policeman : Sir! Your dog has 
been chasing a man on a bieycle, 
‘Owner of the dog: What absolute 
nonsense! My dog ean't ride a bike! 
Pradeep, aged 1 
Bombay - 400 057. 








nasty shock, It was Amit’s 
father! 

I managed to mutter a 
‘sorry’! He just smiled and 
patted my back ‘as he passed 
me. 

From that day, I have never 
made faces at anyone. 
Sudershan kumar, aged 10, 

‘Army school, 
Secunderabad. 


circular room 

‘nd tell him to eit in corner. 
Meghana Kakade, aged 13, 
Bombay - 400092. 












THE 
CAP 


66F Pring, tring!” 

I rang my eyele bell as 1 
entered the gate. I stood the 
cycle on its stand and entered 
the house, I was just back from 
finishing the monthly tests in 
school. I was tired, 

I pushed open my bedroom 
door and went in, My mother 
was fast asleep on the bed. I 
softly put down my bag and 
removed my shoes. As I went 
out, I saw my elder brother 
wearing acap with the letter B’ 
printed on it. 

Tat oncerecognized it. It was 
mine! I had won a prize for the 
Britannia Contest held a few 
months ago. This eap was that 
prize, to be sent by post to the 


winners. 
66 Gis it to me! It's mine!” 
T shouted. 

‘Why should I?” asked my 
brother, “Our neighbours gave 
it to me.” 

‘They had also participated 
in that contest. But I was sure 
it was my cap. é 
"You're lying!" I cried, “It’s 
my prize. It would have come by 
post today!” 




















EXPERIENCE 


“No, nol” said my brother 
again, “Our neighbours got four 
caps. ‘They gave one to me. Ask 
them for one if you want.” 

I refused to believe that. 
‘That cap was mine, I was sur 
and it must have come by 
registered post. So I began to 
search all over the house for the 
cover. But I could not find any- 
thing. Yet, I could not believe 
my brother. 














fhe next day was my Tamil 

monthly test. So I took the 
book from my bag and began to 
study. Ineeded my Tamil guide, 
Tt was not in my bag. I began to 
search the house for it. 

‘This time,I found something 
shining behind a basket. I 
giabbed it. It was a plastic 
cover! Could the eap have been 
nelosed in this cover? 





























All sorts of doubts arose in 
my mind. But I didn’t ask my 
brother. I gave up the search for 
the guide. 
Sometime later, my mother 
woke up and began to make tea, 
“Karthik! Karthik!" she 
called, “Get me a cover from 
that cupboard, will you? 
“Yes, ma!” I answered. 
When I opened the cup- 
board, the first thing I saw was 
a registered parcel 
addressed to me. My 
heart gave a leap. In- 
side, the cap 
With it, was a 
postal’ cover 
with a letter in 
it. “Congratu 
lations, Kar- 
thik!” it said. 


I ran into the kitchen and 
showed it to my mother, 
“Oh!” she replied, “This 
ne for you in the morning!” 
I jumped around in joy. I 
showed the cap to everyone. 
How could I doubt my 
brother? 





R.Karthik, aged 14, 
Rotary Laharry Metric 
HS., 

Madurai. 
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PUZZLE 


® 








Beiow, are eight words. And all of them end with 
"OUND. it is a very easy puzzle, So buck up guys! The 
clues are also given. 


4 ——OUND = _ Solid surface of the earth 

2 — OUND Find 

3 — OUND = Shaped like a circle or a ball. 

4 — OUND British unit of money 

5 — OUND That which is, or can be heard, 
6 — OUND Dog used for hunting and racing. 
7 — OUND Tied up! 

8 ——--OUND Put forward of offer for 





consideration or solution, 
G.Anuradha, Kudremukh. 


Solution on Page 80 


50 











“MUMMY REMEMBERS | 








Nobody might believe it, 
but it is true. 

This incident took place 
in Madras in 1967, to my 
mother just as she had 





finished her tenth 
standard. One day, 
she was cooking in the 
kitchen. It was in the 
month of April. Her 
mother went out to 
work, while her sister 
went to school. She 
was all alone at home, 
‘As she was cooking, a 
snake fell from the 
roof directly on my 
mother's head. She 
did not notice it. Sud- 
denly she felther head 
was heavy and 
turned. But she could 
see nothing. She continued 
cooking. At noon while she 
was eating her lunch, she 
felt her head itch. She 
touched her head but could 
feel nothing. After lunch 
she fell asleep. At 4.00pm 
she got up and began to fill 





water in buckets. As she 
bent, the snake was sud- 
denly flung downward. 
Thinking it was a lock of 
hair, she was about to push 
it back onto her head. 
But the snake unex- 
pectedly fell inside 
the bucket! It was 


such a shock for her. She 


could not even cry out in 
fear. She ran inside gasp- 
ing. It was a poisonous 
snake! 


Anita, aged 15, 
Hyderbad. 


MYTHOLOGY 


suppose I were to ask 
you, “Who wrote the 
Mahabharata?” “Why, 

Ved Vyas, of course!” you'd 
reply almost scornfully. For, 
everybody knows that it was 
he who composed that 
immortal work. 

“You're wrong!” I'd say, and 
you'd reply, ‘Read the Maha- 
bharata again, carefully!” 

Well, who's wrong? 

Few have heard the story 
behind the writing of this 
great epic, Let 

me tell you... 


hen Vyas decided to 
write the Maha- 
bharata, he was faced 


with a peculiar’ problem. The 
long and complicated epic had 
to be written down by a person 
who'd not make any mistakes 
writing it. 

“Who would do it?” Vyas was 
foxod. 

He decided to seek divine 
help. He meditated upon Brah- 
ma, who appeared before him. 

‘Vyas bowed low, and told the 
Creator his problem. 








“I know just the person for 
it!” exclaimed Brahma, 

“Who?” 

“Seek Ganesha's help,” was 
the Creator's advice. 

Vyas bowed 
thanked him. 


é¢EYmm,” said Ganesh, 
Hea he heard Vyas’ 
proposition, “You've given me a 
difficult task. Now, I have a con- 
dition —once I take up the pen, 


you should notstop dictating till 


low and 


got 


the end. You should make sure 
that I write continuously — I 
should not put the pen down at 
all.” 
Vyas nodded. It was a dif 
ficult conditon. 
“Very well,” he said, “I have 
a condition too. You should un- 
derstand every word and verse 
before you write it down.” 
Ganesh agreed. 
So, the epic writing began. 
yas, would, every now and 
then, create complicated verses 
Sanesh thinking. Ganesh 
would ponder over their mean- 
ing. This gave Vyas enough 
time to compose more verses. 
This is how the Mahabharata 
was written. Not by its com- 
poser, but by an able 
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stenographer who was none body asks, “Who wrote the 
other than Lord Ganesh him- Mahabharata?’, remember to 
self. reply, “Lord Ganesh!” 

So friends, next time some 


: What is hard to beat? 


A drum with a hole 
in it! 


S. Vijay, aged 13, 


St. Mary’s High School, 
Pondicherry. 








TALES OF DEVOTION 


WORSHIP 
WITH 
STONES 


H you ever heard of such 
a thing? How can anyone 
worship the lord by offering 
stones? 

Well, one of the ardent 
devotees of Lord Shiva, did. He 
was called Sakkiya Nayanar, 
and is one of the 63 Nayanmars 
of Tamilnadu. 


















hhiruchengamalai was avil- 

lage close to the ancient 
city of Kanchi, a great centre of 
learning. In this village lived 
the noble family of Vellalas. A 
young boy born into this family 
‘was to become famous later, as, 
Sakkiya Nayanar. 

He reached the city of 
Kanchi and became a Buddhist 
monk. He was then known 
there as Sakkiyar.* Immersed 
in his studies there, he became 
very interested in Saivism. 


DG ae and researched and 
reached the conclusion 
that Lord Shiva is the Supreme 
Lord of the Universe. The Lord 





4 RECIPE 
TOADSTOOL! 


Serves one person. 
You Need 
One hard boiled egg 
Yp.a tomato 
Strips of raddish 
Grated carrot 
A little white butter or cr 
How to make it: 


over the tomato to make dots. 





Scatter grated carrot and strips of radish on a plate. 
Cut a little bit from the bottom of the egg, so that 







will stand. 


Cit a tomato into half. Scoop out the insides of one half. Place 
this half over the egg like a cap. Spray drops of cream or butter 


‘Ahealthy snack to be eaten with bread and butter sandwiches. 
Sangeetha Ravi Kumar, aged 11, Cochin - 682 004. 





can be worshipped in any man- 
ner. 

In the city of Kanchi, was a 
Shiva Lingam.** Sakkiyar was 
drawn towards this Lingam. He 
began meditating on this, 
without removing his Buddhist 
robes, In a state of ecstasy, he 
flung a stone at the Lingam. To 
him, it was as if he had offered 
a flower to the Lord. 

‘Then, everyday, he began to 
worship the idol with stones, 
just as you or I would with 
flowers. Only then, would he 
eat, People who saw this Bud- 
Ghist monk throwing stones at 
the idol, would shake their 
heads and mutter to themsel- 
ves, “Poor chap! He's mad!” 


















ne day, Sakkiyar wasreal- 

ly tired. And he forgot to 
offer stones to his Lord. As he 
was about to eat, he suddenly 
remembered, and ran towards 
the idol. 

Itwas then, that Lord Shiva, 
with Parvathi appeared before 
Sakkiyar, mounted on Nandi. 
Sakkiyar stood there with 
folded hands, tears of ecstasy 
flowing down his choeks, 

dust shows what you could 
achieve if you did your work 
with a true heart, doesn’t it? 
Perhaps, to Lord Shiva, the 
stones that Sakkiyar threw at 
him, fell as softly as flowers! 

8, Vidya Praveena, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 053. 


7 The symbol of Shiva tht indicates that ho 
That na baginaing oF end 
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CREATED BY MAN 





Ghivaprakash, aged 12, from Delhi 110 054, has read about 
Sovatimaginary animals in mythologica) stories. He referred to 


y 
‘an encyclopaedia and found out more about them. 








While others insisted it was 


12,984 years old! 
jhad alife cycle. At 


s, it would burn 


itself, Out of the ashes, would 


er phoenix, renewed 


anoth 
uty 


mngth and bes 
young phoenix cal 
remains 0 
eyptian city 

phoenix 

adeit 


ris 
in stret 
he 


ried 


PHOENIX 
Tris is a bird fro 6 


reek 
Only one bird ever 
given time, and this o 
J life of the 

spirth ma 

ality an 


mythology 
existed at 
‘was male. 

‘Phe phe 


ger than ramaticre 
2 of immort 


pix was 
spirth 


agle. It had brilliant gold 
dish-purple feathers spiritual re! 
tellers 


an ei 
and red! 
‘Some stor 

$s 





spirit of the dead into the Un: 
derworld, Once they were in, he 
fiercely guarded them from es- 
cape. 

Only three mortals have 


entered the Underworld, Or- 
pheus charmed the monster by 
playing his harp and got in 
Hercules got in by his strength. 
‘And Aenas entered with the 
help of an old woman - she put 
Cerberus to sleep by feeding 
him drugged food. 










i d_ seven" 
Athenian youths ant 
maidens be sent to Crete, to be 
devoured, by the Minotaur, 









Jabyrinth 
n of Minos A 
nde 





Asone 
the Athen’ 
Minos deme 


the victim 

“Which creature, 
Sphinx in the riddle, “walks on 
four feet in the morning, two in 
the afternoon, and three in the 
evening?” The answer, of 
course, was MAN. 

Oedipus, the Greek hero 
gave the right answer. The 
sphinx then killed herself. 





asked the 















every ninth year. 

When the third round of the 
sacrifice came, the Athenian 
hero, Theseus volunteered to 
go. With the help of Ariadne, the 
daughter of Minos © and 


Pasiphae, he killed the 
monster. 
























‘Awaree 





























Based on a script sent by Madan Mohan, aged 8, Kalyan - 421 308. 
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Ce and Bharat have 
been called by the HM 
to his office!” the attender 
entered class and announced. 

Minutes later, they were 
standing stiff at attention. The 
headmaster was doing some 
loud thinking. 

“The Pakistani Minister for 
Culture is staying at a five star 
hotel in Madras. His visit is un- 
official, and he has refused all 
interviews to leading 
newspapers and magazines..." 

‘The boys stood silent. What 
has this to do with them? They 
had been interrupted in the 
middle of an important science 
class. 

The headmaster saw that 
they were uneasy, and smiled, 

“You both are editors of our 
school magazine! Hmm? Just 
manage to meet the minister 
What a scoop that'll be!” 

Jaggu, the ‘genius of the 
school’ grinned. He loved chal- 
lenges. His grin must have been 
contagious. For Bharat was 
grinning even wider. 


“When do you want the 
write-up?” that was Jaggu. 

* "You'make it sound as easy 
as eating a cake!” commented 
the headmaster. 

“We won't eat the cake, sir!” 
replied Jaggu. “We'll serve it to 
you ona plate!” 








hat evening, Jaggu and 


Bharath walked into a 


photo studio with four friends. 
‘They looked completely dif- 
ferent. One was dressed as a 
Muslim, another asa Christian, 
another as a Sikh, and the 
fourth as a Hindu, 

















Jaggu and Bharath 
stood on either sideof the 
group, holding a colour- 
ful banner. 


I: was about eight 
o'clock at night. The 
two boys in their school 
uniforms stood at the 
reception desk of the five 
star hotel. Groups of 
reporters stood or sat, 
morose and dejected 
‘They had hung around 
the whole day pestering 
the minister for an interview — 
but had been refused. 

“Please may we mect the 
” Jaggu asked the 
receptionist politely. 

“Look kid!" the lady replied. 
“Phe minister is not interested 
in talking to 


anybody, period!” 
Jaggu shrugged 
his shoulders. 






























“We don't want to talk to 
him, ma'am," he replied, “We 
have brought a message from 
our school kids, to the children 
of Pakistan.” 

-eceptionist hesitated. 
just a message from our 
culture ‘to theirs,” commented 
Jaggu casually. 

‘Phat decided her. She made 
‘a call to the minister's assis- 
tant, 

“You boys may go in,” she 
told them, “But just for a 
minute! Hurry up!” 

‘The boys walked towards 
the lift under the green-eyed 
gaze of the reporters. 





6 ‘hat’s it?” asked the 
minister gruffly. 
Jaggu took out a poster- 
sized photo from his bag and 
gave it to him. 
‘The minister took it, and a 
smile lit his face. 
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POETRY 
DAYDREAM 


Taon't drewm at night. 
Because the nights, 
Are very lovely, 

And the stars are in 
Talways dream at morning 
So fam called a daydreamer. 
And Iwill be a daydreamer 








forever. 


Deepa Vijayan, aged 9) 








“Very nice! Good, good!” he 
said, looking at Jaggu and 
Bharat, “Sit down! Will you 
have tea or a cool drink?” 

“Who gave you this idea?” 
the minister asked. 

“Actually,” confessed Jaggu, 
to Bharat’s surprise, “The idea 
came from the members of our 
school magazine,” 

‘As they talked, the minister 
told the boys many things about 
children in Pakistan and the 
culture of the past and present. 

Half an hour later, the boys 
shook hands with him, 

“Write about it in your 
school magazine," the minister 
told them warmly, “The 
children of both countries must 
know more about each other.” 


s the boys came out of the 
Jift, they were surrounded 

by the throng of reporters, 
“What did he say?” they 
cried. “Did he talk to you? Why 
were you up so lon, 


“Got hold of the next issue of 
our school magazine,” Jaggu 
replied, 

‘The roporters sighed. 

In his hotel room, the mini- 
ster looked at the photo once 
again, The banner Jaggu and 
Bharat were holding read, 

“We are waiting to meet you, 

Welcome to Madras, PAK- 
brothers!” 





KAILASH 





You need : 


Four paper 
cups or plastic 
cups (collect 
these when 
you eat 
ice-creams) 
An old 
shoe-box or 
sari box lid 
Four marbles 
Fevicol 
Scissors 
Paint 


How to make it : 


Cut ‘out two lit- 
tle curved bits 
from the tops of all 
four cups, asin the 
picture. The cur- 
ves should be just 
big enough for the 
marbles to roll 
through them, 
when the cup is 
placed upside 
down. 

Take the shoe- 
box lid and place it 
like a tray. Paste 
the cups upside- 
down on it as 


shown in the figure, with fevicol. Let it 





Paint the game in the colour you 
like, Add designs if you wish. Allow it 
to dry completely. 

Place the four marbles in the tray. 
Try to shake each one of them into a 
cup through the hole. 


Anubhav Balichwal, aged 10, 
O.L.P.S. School, Bombay. 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 





t had been raining con- 
Tiss for about a week. 

A pool of water had collected 
around the banyan tree house 
in which Undir family lived. 
Clothes did not dry easily. They 
had to be hung on strings tied 
all around the house. Sister and 
Brother Undir scampered off to 
school on Friday with their 
umbrellas. 

“Rain holiday!” the school 
watchman announced through 
his large whiskers, asking all 
the little mice to go back 
home. 


“[ guess its raining inside 
the classrooms!" Sister Undir 
remarked. 

“That might have been fun!” 
replied Brother who rather en- 
joyed messy games. “We could 
have opened our umbrellas in- 
doors!” 

“Hurry up! Lets get back 
home!” said Sister taking hold 





of Brother's hand. 


t home Sister and Brother 
were surprised to see 

Mama Undir in bed, 

“What's the matter, Mama?” 
asked Sister. 

“[s your office closed too?” 
asked Brother. 

“We have a rain holiday, 
Mama!” said Sister. 

“And so we are back home!” 
continued Brother. 

But Mama was not saying 
anything. She was buried under 





the covers in bed, her eyes 
closed! 

Why is'nt Mama talking?” 
asked Brother in a hushed 








voice. 

“She seems fast asleep!" said 
Sister Undir in surprise. 

“In the middle of the day!” 
remarked Brother looking 
rather worried now. 

bas | 





Mama is ill!” 
correctly. 








“But what can we do? Papa 
is on tour!” Brother was nearly 
in tears by now saying, “I want 
Mama! I want her to wake up at 
once!” 

Mama undir opened her 
eyes. “What's all the commotion 
about? And how come you kids 
are at home?” she asked in a 
weak voice, 

“Are you ill, Mama?” asked 
Sister. Brother Undir just 
watched nervously. 

“Hmmm! I have a fever, 
sweetheart. My body aches and 





my throat feels sore, rather like 
sandpaper!” replied Mama 
Undir. “But why aren’t you both 
at school?” Mama wanted to 
know. 

“Well,” replied Sister, “We 
have a rain holiday!” 








Brother would not say any- 
thing. He just stood by looking 
rather worried and unhappy. 

“[ don't like this,” wailed 
Brother Undir who did not like 
to see Mama in this condition, 
She looked pale and feverish. 

“Stop the fuss! Why don’t 
you try and be of some use?” 
suggested Sister. 

“What can I do? I'm really 
rather little!” replied Brother 
ily. Poor Brother! He 
did so much want to be of assis- 
tance! But he just could not 


‘| 





adjust to the idea of Mama look- 
ing so helpless! He followed 
Sister Undir around the house 
hoping she would take charge of 
things and tell him what exactly 
was to be done. 
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“Well, run to Doctor Undir's 
house and call him, will yo 
suggested Sister. “I'm going to 
keep a fever chart for Mama.” 


rother rushed off to got 
Doctor Undir. Sister found 
the thermometer and went off 
to take Mama's temperature. 
“Mama, Mama, open your 
mouth, Mama!" said 
ly shaking Mama Undir: 
‘That's a good idea,” said 
Mama opening her eyes and 
sounding very hoarse. She took 
the thermometer from Sister 
and popped it in her mouth. 
“Will you show me how to 
read the fever?” asked Sister. 
Mama nodded, the ther- 
mometer still in her mouth. 
“See this, it says 102.5° 
Fahrenheit,” said Mama pull- 














ing out the ther- 
mometer. “That 
means I have a 
fever.” 

Sister Undir 
peered at the ther- 
mometer trying to 
read how far the 
mercury had 
risen, “I want to 
shake it down! 
Please may 1?” 
asked Sister. 
She had already 
seen Papa and 
Mama do that 
before. 

“Pil wash the 
thermo and then 
shake it,” she 





doclared 

“Why don’t you also write 
down the temperature so Doctor 
Undir knows?" asked Mama, 
helping herself to two Crocin 
pills. 

“Great idea, Mama! I'll 
make a neat fever chart to show 
Doctor Undir!” agreed Sister. 

So Sister Undir picked up a 
sheet of paper and this is what 
she wrote down 








Dat 
Feet 
Was 


Wat ve did 


Gem 2 pi 


‘ama Undir soon fell as- 
leep. After a while 


conten 6B sna we 


Brother returned 
running from the 
doctor’s. “Doctor 
Undir was not 
there! I left a mes- 
sage saying 
Mama seems to 
have pennymonia 
and to come 
quick!” he panted. 

“Mama has 
what?” asked 
Sister Undir puz- 
ald. 

“Penny-monia.. 
Remember Mama 
said she had body 
ache and a fover 
and her throat is 
very sore!” replied 
Brother. “I've 
read a little about 
Penny-monia in a 
book!" he added. 

‘Oh, I think you mean pneu. 
monia, ‘pronounced ‘nemonia’!” 
exclaimed Sister. “The ‘P’ hap- 
pens to be silent!” 

“Well,” said Brother Undir. 
“The book said you had to take 
nicillin for it 

“Pennicillin, you dummy!” 
explained Sister laughing. 
“This time you do pronounce the 

“Wish they’d make up their 
minds one way or the other! It's 
not fair to keep changing your 
mind on this silent letter busi- 














with the silent ‘p’ "! said Sister. 





“ Wicillin for nimonia’ or 
‘penny-cillin for pennymonia’ is 
what I like better!” protested 
Brother. 

“Come, lets check on Mama. 
She might need something to 
drink!” suggested Sister Undir. 


‘ust then Doctor Undir 
walked in. Sister took him 
tosee Mama. 

“Hmm...” said Doctor 
Undir, examining Mama and 
looking rather serious. He 
checked her with a stethoscope. 
He asked her to stick out her 
tongue. He took her tempera- 
ture and said “Hmm...!” again. 
Brother Undir was getting more 
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and more worried. Sister 
showed Doctor Undir Mama's 
fever chart. This is what it 
looked like by now : 








MAMA’s FEVER CHART 


yt 
Fever___Whatwe dd 
was? | Cri, 2 pis 
weoo | Nope 

2.00Noon | 1032" | Croc 2 pls 





“The temperature 
seems to have been 





high all morning!" 
remarked Doctor 


Undir, “But I must 
say Sister has done a 
great job of keeping a 
clean record!” 





Sister  Undir 
blushed. She was 
rather pleased. 

“What — about 
medicines for 
Mama?” — asked 
Sister. 


“sn't your Papa 
around?” enquired 
Doctor Undir. 

“No, Doctor,” wailed 
Brother. “He's away on tour. 
‘There's only Sister and poor me 
to take care of Mama” 

“Well, here are some 
medicines your Mama is going 
to need,” Doctor Undir wrote 
out a prescription and handed it 
to Sister. 





“What about Mama’s diet?” 
asked Sister Undir. 

“Give her lots of liquids. 
Anything — juice, soup, There 
are no diet restrictions, But li- 
quids could help. And do keep 
your Mama nice and warm," ad- 
vised Doctor. 

“But Doctor, she doesn’t 
talk at all, And sleeps most 
of the time!” protested 








Brother. “I don't 
my old Mama back!" Brother 
Undir was crying openly by 
now. 

“Shh! Shush!” said Doctor, 
“You must try and help Sister. 
‘Try and make it easy on your 
Mama, young fellow!” 

Doctor Undir offered to wait 
for a while as Sister ran to 
the nearby chemist to buy the 
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medicines. 

“Your Mama’s fever should 
come down very soon now,” said 
Doctor to Brother Undir. 
Brother felt so much better with 
a grown up person around. 
Brother and Doctor chatted for 
a while. 

“Let's see how we can im- 
prove upon Mama's Fever 
Chart,” suggested Doctor, And 
this is what he did: 











MAMA'S FEVER CHART _ | 
ay 

Tie Fe Wat we did 
Bo0AM | 12: ‘roc, 2 ils 
raz0am | sooo | Nopils 
rzcoticcn | 10a2* | Crosin,2 pis 
szopm | 0st | Nopis, 

| Mama sleeps, 











ister was back by now with 
the medicines, She took a 


Jook at what Doctor Undir had 
done with the chart. 

“What's the difference be- 
tween fever and temperature, 
Doctor?” she asked. 

“That's a very good ques- 
tion!” remarked Doctor. “Body 
temperature can be high or low. 
‘Temperature just measures 
how warm or cool the body is. The 
normal temperature is 98.2°F 
where the F stands for Fahren- 

heit, Fever is an 

abnormally — in- 
4 creased body 

temperature,” 

“Oh, I 
replied Sister 
Undir, “So the 
thermometer helps 
us record a variety 
of body tempera- 
tures. And only 
those above nor- 
mal are fevers!” 
said Sister under- 
standing the idea, 

"Well, time for 
the medicines!' 
declared Doctor 
Undir. 

“Here,” said Sister, handing 
them over. 

Go, get a glass of water for 
Mama, will you?" she asked 
Brother. 

Brother ran to the kitchen 
and fetched the water, glad to 
do something useful. Sister 
helped Mama swallow her pills. 
Doctor pulled out a disposable 
syringe and needle. Sticking it 


see!” 
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in the bottle of medicine he 
filled up the syringe. And then 
into Mama went the needle for 





an injection! 
“Ouch!” said Mama. 
“Unhh! Mmm!" whimpered 


poor Brother, unable to bear the 
sight. Doctor then broke the 
needle and threw it into the 
dust bin. 

“Why do you throw it away?” 
asked Sister Undir. 

“It’s disposable —to be used 


Ul 





only once and then disposed 
off” explained Doctor. 

“But why break it, Doctor?” 
asked Brother Undir. 

“So that no one can find it 
and try to use it a second time!” 
replied Doctor. 

“So we don't spread infection 
around!” remarked Sister. 
Brother Undir nodded too, un- 
derstanding. 

“But I guess you could have 
the plastic syringe without the 





Doctor. 

“Oooh! Yes please! May I real- 
ly? Sister was rather pleased! 
She pushed the piston of the 
syringe up and down, mimicking 
Doctor Undit’s actions. 

“[ want to play ‘doctor’ too!” 
said Brother. 

“Sure, you be the patient 
hile I'm the doctor!" suggested 
Sister Undir. 

“No! I want to be the doc!” 

that was Brother, 
protesting. 





66Hou can both be 

doctors as long 
as your Mama is ill! You 
couldn't have a botter 
real life patient” said 
Doctor. 

“Does Mama have 
pneumonia with the 
silent ‘p'?” asked 
Brother. 

“No, she does not. It 
seems tobea severe viral 
infection _ though!" 
replied Doctor Undir, much to 
Brother's relief. “But she must 
get a lot of rest for a fow days. 

Doctor Undir was leaving 
now. “I'll stop by tomorrow to 
see how your Mama is doing!” 
he promised. 

“Lets make some noodle 
soup!" suggested Sister Undir. 


© Sister and Brother went 
to the kitchen. Sister 
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chopped up some 
beans and carrots. 
Brother shelled peas 
and put on a pot of 
water to boil for the 7% 
noodles. Of course 

Sister had to help him 

with the matches. 
Brother could not \ > 
strike matches yet. 

Soon the noodles 
began to soften in the 
boiling water. In went 
thechopped vegetables, 
and peas. Brother 
tossed in some salt. 

“[ think we need to add some 
tomato ketchup,” suggested 
Brother. 

“No, some soy sauce and 
vinegar!” said Sister. So that's 
what they did, 

“Will you carry Mama's soup 














to her?" asked Sist 

“But there's so much of it! 
What do we do with rest?" asked 
Brother. 

“Well, it could be our lunch! 








Soup and some bread!" roplied 
Sister. 

Soon three bowls of steam- 
ing noodle soup were ready. 
Wasn't Mama pleased when 
Brother served ho: 

“What good kids you've both 
been!” said Mama Undir. “At 
this rate I'm going to get well 
really fast and not even miss 
Papal” 

“Brother is improving pretty 
fast as well,” said Sister. “He 
now helps without waiting to be 














asked, And he has completely 
stopped whimpering for you!” 
Indeed, that was true, Once 
Brother realized that Sister did 
not panic at all and took charge 
naturally, he stopped worrying. 
He also loved being praised for 
boing useful around the house. 
In fact, it became hard to stop 








“I'll fold the clothes!” he 
would say. “Let me turn off the 
lights!" or, “I'm going to fetch 
some bananas!” And it did not 
help at all when Sister said, 
“But we already have a dozen 
bananas!” 

“Well, replied Brother. “In 
that case, Pl fetch something 
else! How about some cheese? 
After all must help, mustn't 1?” 














the third day Mama 

Undir was walking 
around the tree house. Her 
fever had subsided, though 
she still felt weak. 
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“Your rain holiday and the 
weekend really helped!” said 
Mama patting Sister Undir. 
“You've truly been as good as 
gold, sweetheart!” 

Sister felt a really nice glow 
inside. 

“How about me?” asked 
Brother Undir. 

“You also, dear fellow, 
showed exemplary behaviour!” 
replied Mama, smiling. 

“Wow!" said Brother, swell- 
ing up with pride, “I don't know 
what sort of behaviour that is, 
but ‘exemplary’ sure sounds 
complicated enough to be great 
stu! 





“Ass!” said Sister punching 
Brother lightly on his back. 

“Asses are real cute! I've 
seen a baby one!" retorted 
Brother. “Anyway, Mama what 
does ‘exemplary’ meai 
‘an I tell you? 
Sister. 

“Hmm!” said Brother. “Let's 
hear the great bookworm 
speak!" 

“Exemplary is something 
‘one can make an example of, 
something worthy of imitation!" 
replied Sister Undir. 












“But I thought copying was 
bad!” retorted Brother, getting 
back into his adversorial role 
th Sister. Now that Mama 
was up and about, he had lost 
all his anxiety and was back to 
his normal, cheery, naughty 
self. 

“Oh, of course, one should 
imitate good things!” Sister 
tried to explai 

“Oh no! Particularly not 
good things!” replied Brother. 
“My teacher doesn’t allow 
anyone to copy from the smart 
kids! Specially when their work 
is exemplary! And specially 
when wehaven't studied oursel- 











“Le 
gested Mama, “He's just 


him alone!” 





suge 


te 





ng: 
Just then there was the 
sound of a car at the gate. Papa 
Undir was back! What a lot of 
things had happened while he 
was away! Both Sister and 
Brother had learnt respon- 
sibility. They were certainly 
wiser now. Both of them rushed 
to the gate to welcome Papa 
Undir back! 
ANURADHA KHATI 











History Teach 
give me one 
avoid war? 





Ravi, please 


‘we should 





Because wars make hi: 





Pradeep, aged 15 
Bombay 400 
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Countries ry) Ss Mick 
a 
1. AINDI 9 - 
2. PANJA 00° © ~ 
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5. AISSUR 
6. CAMERIA 
LR. Sudeep Kumar, aged 8 
Madras 34. 
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Answers on page 80 


CLUES 








‘om Left to Right 
It sails aeross the sea 
She lay eggs 

We see with this 
Create out of clay 

















‘om Top to Bottom 


‘To emit light 
We get wool from this animal 
An animal having lines on its body 

















M.Santosh kumar, aged 14, 
Ernakulam 682 302. 
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SCIENCE FICTION cmmemmonemmememmnemmmns 


neon sign that hung 

over that video game 
shop called ‘Dragon 
Games,’ Whenever! went 
through that shopping 
centre, | pestered my dad 
to get me a video-game, 
or at least let me play one 
in that shop, 

It so happened that 
last Sunday, my family (my 
mom, dad, sister and 1), 
went shopping in that 
centre where ‘Dragon 
Games’ was. 

‘As my mother chose 
saris inside, | stood outside 
gazing at the video- 

ame centre. 
hould | ask my dad,"" 
my mind battled with it- 
self, “Ask, ask! Should |?”’ 

As |stood there, my 
dad came out of the sari 


econ’: did like that 














shop, and | hesitantly 
asked him 

“Here,” he gave me a 
ten rupee note. Unbeliev- 
ing. | grabbed the note 
and ran, breaking the 
sound barrier, 


entered the centre. It 
was dimly lit, in oll 

colours of the spectrum, 

almost like a disco. 

“May I help you, sir?"’ | 
jumped and turned, as 
the quavering voice 
came out of the gloom, 

It was an old man who 
looked like a dragon him- 
self, He had a voice like a 
dragon's too! 

I quickly gave him the 
ten rupee note, 

The old man smiled, 
and leaned closer. His 
breath was as hot as fire, 














or was it my imagina- J] entered the video- 
tion? game room and looked 
“Ten tokens?’ 4 around. There was the 
he asked. biggest video-game 
Inodded. machine you ever saw, 
ina comer! |headed 
straight for it, and in- 
seted a token. Lights 
flashed and the 
screen came on. 
“Welcome dragon 
fighter!’ said the 
words on the screen. 
| shifted uncomfor- 
tably on my seat. 














It was a game in which 
Ihad to dart past a num- 
ber of snarling, fire- 
breathing dragons, and 
kill them off one by one. 

The room seemed to 
become hotter. 

“Dragon-killer, are 
you?" said the old man’s 
voice by my side. 

|jumped, startled. 


looked up to 

see a horrible 
dragon stand- 
ing close, his 
horrible paw 
patting my 
back, 

| gave a 
frightened yell 
and leapt from 
my seat, 

“Heh, hehl’’ 
It was the old 
man, the harm- | 
less old man! 

» “Nerves was 
it? Play some 
other game.’ 

I gave hima 
weak smile. 
Had that been 
my imagina- 
tion, or had it 
really hap- 
pened? 


“I'll play ‘startighters’,’" 
| muttered and sat down. 


elcome star- 
fighter!’ said the 
screen, “You're now ona 


mission to destroy enemy 
spaceships.’ 

And there, flashed in 
front of me, a space ship. 
Then, something hap- 
pened, It seerned to me 





that the space-ship was 
heading out of the 
machine, straight at me! 

And the next thing | 
knew, | was in a space- 
ship, a huge, grinning, 
dragon-like space-ship! 

“Where am I going?” | 
whispered, striken. 

The head of the 
dragon (my space-ship) 
lifted, turned around, and 
gave me an evil grin. My 
heart stopped and my 
blood grew chill. 

What was this? What 
was happening? Would | 
ever escape? “HELP!” | 

cried faintly. | 
struggled wildly 










hen, familiar 
paws were 

holding = my 

shoulders. 


“Quiet, dragon-killer!’” 
It was the old-man- 
dragon. 
Igave a shout, leapt to 
my feet and fainted. 


se Dek. Deepak|"’ 
somebody was 
sprinkling water on me 
and slapping my cheeks. 
It was my father. “What 
happened?” 

“Him, he,'' | stuttered, 
pointing at the old man 
who was bending over 
me. 

The old man gave an 
oily smile and said, ‘‘Poor 
boy. He's not used to 
video-games, is he?’’ 

| got to my feet and 
said, ‘Let's go, dad,"’ 

As my dad led me out, 
I turned slightly to look at 
the old man. 

He gave his 
evil gtin and said 
softly, “Come 
again!” 

| shuddered. 
Never! 

Adapted from 

a story sent by 
Deepak 
Bharathan, 
Madras- 

600 090, 














‘Computer Commands 


Page 42 


Don't Get Puzzled! 


Page 17 


‘ounds' 


Play Around The 
1 - GROUND 
- FOUND 
8 - ROUND 
4.- POUND 
5 - SOUND 
6 - HOUND 
7 - BOUND 
8 - PROPOUND 
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MY SCHOOL 
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COVER STORY 


CRICKET SCORES! 












* Greg Choppat 


* Only to hold the datnction of having scored centuries on 


their debut, as well as the 100% test matches, They are— Pakistan's 
Javed Miandad, and the West indian, Gordon Greenidge 

* Australian's Greg Chappel has scored centuries inhis frst, a8 
‘oll as the last test innings in his career. 

* India’s Kiran Morehas stumpedotfthe most umber of wickets 
in a singe test match, He dismissed six west Indian batsmen in the 
| tamous Hiwani test at Madras, inthe 1987-88 series 

* India holds the dubious distnction of being bowled out twice 
(0) on the same day of a test match! It happened on the third day of, 
the Old Tratford test against England in the 1952 series 

‘England has registered the biggest win n test cricket history. 
In dotested Aéstraia by an innings and 579 runs in the 1938 series 
played at the Oval 

*  KapilDevis he youngest player in the word to have achieved 
the frst (1,000 uns and 100 wickets), the second (2,000 nuns and 200 

‘Double’ He is tho 

nly player tohave achieved the fourth Double’ of 4,000 runs and 400 
wickets 
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Waiters and Customers! 


‘Tracy C.D'souza, aged 11, 
‘Thane - 401202 


Customer: There's « twig in m) 
soup. 

Waiter: Yes, sir. We've got 
branches everywhere! 





Customer: I can't eat this! 
‘Waiter: Why? 

Customer: You haven't given mea 
fork and spoon! 


Customer: Waiter, there's a but 
ton in my soup. 
Oh, thank you sir! 
looking for it everywhere! 




























Kamal 
n's office saying 
at I was needed for a 

in his new movie. 
Needless to say, I 
lly, very 
The role, how- 
was just for 
three scenes. The 
shooting was 
scheduled for three 
days — Friday, 
Saturday and Sun- 
day. I prayed to God 
that Friday be 
declared a holiday 
since I would have 





























miss classes 
ise. And my 
wered! 








jon was to be near 

unjavur. We left the city 

Tuesday night. And it 
at quickly 










T was 
of the eamera 
ne in my life. 

Haasan 
how to act 


movie, ‘Mahanadi’. Did you 







returned friend’s ¢ 
Yes, you guessed ri 
This is how 






me 
began: 


ika K: 
jcome to see 
niversary pro 
they needed a 
They saw photo 











Cee EXPERIENCE eer 


but by the next day, everything 
had settled down. I'was able to 
deliver my dialogues quite well. 
And before I knew it, Sunday 
had arrived. Thad to return to 
Madras, for I had school the 
next day. 


Amy: all good things 
ome toan end. | am happy 


that I had this chance to act in 
a film. Though it was a small 
role, I enjoyed seeing myself on 
screen. But I have decided that, 
this would be my first, and my 
last. 


Nithya Rajendran, aged 15, 
Madras - 600 078, 





had not done my homework, 

and was afraid to go to 

hhool, I thought ofa trick to 

skip school for a day. 

‘That morning, I pretended I 
had temperature. 

“I have fever, mummy,” I 
told my mother. 

“Don't go to school today,” 
was her advice, “Take rest.” 

I was happy, but did not 
show it. 

My mother gave me some 
warm water to gargle, and a 
thermometer to take my 


temperature. 

T put the thermometer into 
the glass of water. The mercury 
shot to 105°. 

Peleg my mother took 
e to a doctor at once. He 


wrote out a prescription and 








__ iia 


prepared an injection. 

Now, it was my turn to got 
alarmed. I confessed what I had 
done then and there. 

I got scolded properly, as my 
angry mother dragged me out of 
the clinic. 

Since then, I have decided, 
that I'll never lie again. 





vi Varadarajan, 
aged 11, 
PSS. Senior Secondary School, 


Vaishna 
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1 disagree with MLV. Krishnan. I know men who 
‘work just fora hobby. Why does he say that only a well-off Madras - 600 024. 

‘woman should give wp her job toa man who bas o support " 
a family? © Astorickshaws are 
wes matic havards. They use 
their horns continuously, 
LR Sriprasanna, ake 50 many twists and 
‘Adarsh Vidyalaya, — tras, Anaccieat happened 
Madras 10 nie due to on, and I 
nursed a fracture for two 

Dear Eaton, tiont 

Thawtik Josh aged 12, 
Wornbay 80. 

Dest Editor, 


Dear Ei 












THEN, WHY SHOULD WELL 
OFF MEN WORK? 


% 1 completely dis- 
agrce with Krishnan. Right 
from the olden days, most 








fof the men did not want 2 The films produced 
wonncn to progress. nowadays are filled with 
‘ ) Women working docs trash. Such kinds of films 


and songs, I know, are 
produced to fulfil the 





ua SEER) Sat re ems viewers Bath 
ae freweien, 2) Stop giviag at snot good for 











and taking bribes 10 get 
jobs, 3) Stop using influcace fo get jobs. 
Anandhi V., aged 13, Bombay 





Dear Editor, 
© completely agree with Krishnan, Some wo 
think that being a mere "house-wil 
‘A petson who does not really nced a job will aot do that 
‘work sincerely, 

Parvathy G., aged 11, Trichur - 680 010. 








is below theirstatus, 








Dear Editor, 

©, completely age with Ramya Sridhar (March "04 

issue). 
Tknow 


‘general essay on their own. They reproduce ( & 






text-book matter in thelr exams, Ifthe same 
question is asked fn a twisted manner, they 
draw a blank, 

Sukonya K,, aged 14, RS.K. Hr. 








Dear Editor, 
© Nowadays text-book learning yields good mars. 
We study to increase our knowledge, and not o est our 
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INTRO ANU 


\\\ «WHY, 
7 2 
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No busy person 
cares to look at him 
Some humane 
humans have the 
heart to say - ‘poor 
man’. Some say 
Thank God, The 
road is cleared from 
some dit 

‘Some others say, 
‘Let all these rogues 
die. The country’s 
population will come 
down! 


ne munca cor 
Toeration truck 
coos, plo up he 
etched rogue’ and 
throws bin into a 
grave, He dies 
Chi! Cit Don Seath wore tan tat 
come near me. A ora say 60g 

nasty eel But who cares? 


66 S tam 
hungry! 

Please give me 

something to eat.” 

“Hey! Go away! 
Youmay not have any 
work, we have many.” 

“Have pity on me. 
lam very weak, |have 
not eaten for the past 
four days. 

“Shiva, Shiva! 
Get out of my way, 
you wretched beggar! 
You bad omen! 








Go away you 
rogue, idiot, thief.” 

‘Hey! Move aside, 
Can't you see | am in 
a hurry 


All are busy. They 
Ware in a hurry have much work to do 
Nobody cares’ and many respon- 








about this ‘wretched sibilites to carry out 
rogue’. Promising 
politicians, busy offi 
cials, haughty haw- 
kers, social workers, 
power-hungry leaders — all are in a 
hurry to keep pace with the fast 
moving world 

This ‘wretched rogue’ gets dizzy 
in the middie of the road and is run K. Bena, 
over by a lorry Trichy - 620 016. 


Who is this 
wretched rogue"? 

He too is a gift of 
God. 

But who has the time to remem. 
ber that! 





STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
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THE 
STORY 
SO FAR... 


Shyama, Suresh, and their 
parents, the Viswanaths, are on a 
holiday at Kodaikanal. There, they 
stay at Waterview House’, a bungalow 
that belongs to their friends, Mr. and 
Mra, Sharma, 

Suresh, a camera buff, and 
Shyama hire cycles and tour around 
the countryside. They make friends 
with Adityan, a tourist guide 

‘Suddenly, one day, the caretaker 
eum-gardener of Waterview House 
vanishes, The Viswanathe find that he 
has taken all his belongings with him 

Suresh and Shyama ride out to see 
‘Adityan, to find out if he knows any- 
thing about the disappearance. 

But when Adityan sees them, he 
rune away shouting, “Leave the house! 
Tein dangerous!" 

Then two thugs turn up at the 
bungalow saying that they want to buy 
it 





But Mra, Viswanath sends them 





away saying, “It's not for wale.” 
Shyama and Suresh ride over to 


the ‘Photothoppe’, to collect some 


prints of @ film they had given for 


developing. In one of the pictures taken 
of Waterview House, from the lake, 
‘Shyama spate twomen standingon the 
roof of the house. Who are they? 
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MYSTERY 


The children tell their parents of 
the discovery. Allare puzzled astowhy 
the thugs want Waterview House s0 
badly. 

‘Suresh decides that Adityan holds 
the key to the mystery and rides out to 
find him. Shyama fears that Suresh 
‘might meet with some mishap andtells 
her father. 

























Aan angry Mr, Viswanath sete out 
with Shyama to overtake Suresh. 

They stop at a tea-stall to ask 
directions to Old Mount, where 
Adityan lives. They find that there are 
two routes - the short one through a 
forest, and the long one by road. They 
decide to play safe and take the road. 

‘Suresh meanwhile, has taken the 
short cut. His bicycle tyre has been 
punctured, and he wheels it forward. 
Lost, he finds himself at @ warehouse 
of sorts, where men are bury unloading 
crates. The men take him captive when 
they realize that he lives at Waterview 
House. 

They board a lorry and reach @ 
huge mansion on one of the smaller 
hills, Adityan, Suresh realizes, ia a 





prisoner there 

‘Meanwhile, Shyama and Mr. Vie~ 
wanath reach Old Mount. A guide ap- 
proaches them thinking they are 
tourists, When they ask him about 





Adityan, he looks frightened. He shows 
them the rubble of a damaged house 
eaying itbelongeto the vanished guide. 


Shyama and her father turn 
homewards, On the way, they meet 
Mrs, Viewanath who has eome out in 





search of them. They return home to 
find it ablaze with lights, The thuge 
dare waiting inside to imprizon them! 





‘who ja a prisoner in the 
mansion see a chance to escape but ia 
tunable to do ao, He meets hie Jailer 
Pro ve Sundar, a scientist who 
hav hidden some secret papera in 
Waterview House, The Viswanatha 
and Shyama spond an uncomfortable 
night behind a hedge, They wake upto 
find Waterview House burnt down! 
The police arvive to question the 
Viawanathe. 
Somu’ the bearded man, from th 
photow the inspeeto 











Shyama recognizes 





shows her 





Profeavor Jove Sundar now his a 
fresh problem, Somu and Dinesh, his 
henchmen, have made off with his 
‘papers't Jose explains to Sureah that 
he ia a conduit for smugglers. The 
‘papers’ have been given to him by a 

smuggled out of 








apace scienti 
the country. 
ih andl Adityan have found 
smu and Dinesh, in 
disguise, hand over the papers to a 
friend Muthu, and flee to the city 


Now read on... 








hyama was quite upset, 

Suresh had been missing 
for over two days now. And 
there was absolutely no trace of 
him, 





“Daddy!" 
she sobbed, 
“Please do some: : 








thing, 

“Don't ery, Shyama, 
hor father, gently, “The police 
are doing what they can. We 
should not do anything that'll 
interfere with what they are 
doing.” 

Shyama tried to control her 
tears. Poor Suresh! She'd find 
him, somehow. She knew her 
parents would not allow her to 
go out alone now. So how was 
she to do anything at all? 














the car had broken down. 

Jose looked under the bon- 
net, fingering this and that. But 
automobiles had never been his 
strong point. He was a brilliant 





Gotta 92. agers 




















scientist - but his brilliance did to stride 
not extend to cars. along the 

“Thousand curses,” he winding road. 
shouted, flinging the spa 
across. It hit the windsh 
shattering a part of the g 
Jose got angrier. 

“Curses, curses, curses! 
shouted. He looked around. b 
a vehicle in sight. Still mutter- 
ing under his breath, he 
grabbed a small brief 
sling bag from the back seat. 
Then, determinedly, he began 









ner 
old, pedalled slowly up 
ding road, looking 
Now she knew the 
of the expression, 
ing for a needle in a hays- 

he imagined Suresh as 
dle, and could not help gig- 
to herself, Aah! Now she 
Ita little better. It had been so 
e and frightening so far. 


93 ae 38 















fe 








It had been difficult getting 
out of that guest house. She had 
pleaded with her parents to 
allow her to go to the local 
library nearby, for a book. 

“Take that constable with 
you,” suggested her mother. 

“No, no! It'll be so strange - 
people will stare if they see a 
policeman following me 
everywhere, Really! I am just 
going down the next street. I'll 
be okay. Really!” 

“Let her be, 
said softly. 

Finally, she'd left, her 
anxious mother standing in the 
doorway, seeing her off. 

At the gate, she'd handed 
over an envelope to the 
watchman, to be given to her 
parents. 

The letter inside said, 

“Lam going to find Suresh 
Don't be worried, I'l be okay.” 











he rounded the bend and 

erashed straight intoa man 
walking along with a briefcase 
and a sling bag. 

“You idiot girl!” he shouted, 
as his briefcase took a tumble 
and snapped open. 

Before Shyama’s surprised 
eyes, out tumbled two little 
cloth bags, along with files and 
papers. 

One of the bags opened out, 
spilling out a sparkling booty 


her father had 





“Diamonds?” gasped out 
Shyama, turning to look at the 
man on the road before her. 

The furious fellow raised 
himself to his feet. Before ho 
could act (for Shyama could 
read the murderous expression 
in his eyes), she hopped onto the 
bike, and pedalled as fast as she 
could, 

She could not hear running 
footsteps or any sounds of 
chase. She stopped, and turned 
to look. 

‘The man wasn’t looking at: 
her at all. He was busy picking 
up his precious booty before any 
other vehicle came along. 


Sivas stood outside the 
ansion, hidden by a 
clump of trees. He was in a 
dilemma. If he took the road 
down, suppose one of the 
gansters on their way up 
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spotted him? But if he went 
through the thickly forested 
woods, what if he got lost? 
“Sshh!” came a whisper be- 
side him. 
‘The startled Suresh nearly 
jumped out of his skin. 
“Suresh!” the voice 
whispered, “It’s me! Adityan!” 
Suresh turned, his 
frightened heart settled down. 
“Adityan! Oh, Adityan! 





“How thin and terrible you 
look. Did they ill-treat you?” 


“No, But let’s not talk of it 
now. You want to escape from 
here, don’t you? The old woman 
told me of a boy prisoner here. 
Was that you?” 
“Yes. But. 
“Ssh! Be silent and quick.1'll 
take you down through these 








woods. It’s too dangerous to 
take the road.” 

“But...” 

“Pollowme!” Adityan was al- 
ready making trail through the 
trees. Suresh quickly followed. 


se was badly rattled now. 
hat stupid girl on her 
cycle. He was sure that some of 
his diamonds had rolled away 
and were lost. 

He cursed under his breath. 
It was difficult to walk down, 
and his feet were killing him. If 
only one of those tourist buses 
that zoomed down would stop to 
his frantic signalling. 

He heard the sound of a 
vehicle behind him. He turned. 
It was a lorry. He turned back. 
He didn't trust lorry drivers. He 
didn't want a lift with them. 

‘The lorry passed. He heard 
a jeep screech to a halt beside 
him. Jose saw that it was full of 
policemen! He got a shock. 

“Want a lift, sir?" asked one 
of them. 

“Er... oh...” Jose could hard- 
ly answer. 

“We noticed a car parked by 
the side some distance back. 
Was it yours?” 

“Er... yes," Jose answered, “I 
had a breakdown.” 

“You want to go down, right? 
Hop in, sir. We too are headed 
in that direction.” 

Jose gave a weak smile. He 
really had no choice. 
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Sz and Adityan made 
good time. Gasping silent- 
ly, they ran all the way, taking 
a break or two when they felt 
the need. 

“S-stop!" gasped Suresh, 
“Let's take some rest.” They 
stopped for a while, and sat on 
the ground, panting. 

“Hey, Adityan! We are close 
to the road. Look, a lorry!” 
Adityan nodded. 

“We are close to the road! 
Shall we take a lift down?” 


Adityan 
thought for a 
while. 

“That's a good 
idea,” he replied, 
“But do I look re- 
spectable?” 

“Not very,” ad- 
mitted Suresh, 
“But you could 
pass off for a hill 
labourer.” 

“Then let's 
stand by the side 
of the road,” said 
Adityan, “Our 
best bets are lor- 





“Lorries?” 
Suresh gasped 
out, “Not again. 
Those men 
brought me up 
here in a lorry. How do we know 
who is a part of that gang?” 
“That's a chance we have to 
said Adityan, “Are you 





Suresh thought for a mo- 
ment. 


“[ am game!” he replied. 


Next issue: 

WHAT A MIX UP! DOES 
SHYAMA FIND SURESH? 
SRILATHA DHAR 
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IS HOBBY WAS TO PLAY WITH FRE 
ISMSSIONVASTOSPREAD DESTRUCTION! 
E CREATED TERROR 

NERY WHERE! 








iopient ahem ne 


‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 





